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He was propped high on many pillows, his eyes already
on the door by which she entered*.

"Have I kept you awake? Have you been waiting for me
lore?"

"Very lone, Julie."

There seemed to be nothing of the arm he stretched
out to her but the protruding ccne c: the wrist ar.d a :;at
forearm which gave an edge to his sleeve a? thcush ii.x
silk were hanging on a plank of wood. But his risers ha J
strength in them. They took, not her hand but her flesh
near the elbow, and his little firmer moved en the inner
curve of her arm. She was to sit at his side, lear.ing against
his pillows.

"Are you afraid of me, Julie?"

"My dear, of course I'm not afraid. Why should you
think that?"

"You were always a little afraid, even in the past/' he
said, and lifted his touch from her.

But she could not cease to tremble, for it was on the
inner curve of her arm that Lewis's hand would linger,
and her mind was suddenly inflamed by thought of him.
The lamp on the table before her became a furry ball of
radiance in her sight and the sheen of the coverlet was
sliding like a waterfall into the floor's darkness. "I can't
move. I can't reach you,'* Rupert was saying. "Let your
head come down to me," and she lowered her head. Her
thought, straining away from him, came back to the dis-
covery, which ran through her like the drag of a brier
across her throat, that this kiss, the first he had given her,
was for him a miracle. He had stretched out his hand and
touched the hem of a garment; he had kissed her, who was
lifeless, and life itself had risen in him, shaking him with a
sacred joy. She spoke to him, faltering, empty, lying
words, and he held her to him and kissed her breast and
her knees and the palms of her hands, silently, always
silently, as though his salvation were in his contact with
her. She was frightened by his silence and by the beads of
sweat that the unregarded agony of movement had thrown
up on the bones of his cheeks. Not now, not now, not